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Make a Sweet Scene! 
All you need are graham 


crackers, tiny candies wi 
and a big imagination! 
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Meet Megan Foster, 
age 10. Megan loves 
jokes and always has 
good ones to tell her 
relatives at Christmas 
time. “It makes people 
laugh,” she says. “And 
if I’m sad, all I have to do 
gm is hear ajoke, and it 
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, too! 


Ways to make your 
gifts look great! 
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Summer in a Jar 

Usually during the summer I 
get really bored. I loved “50 
Ways to Cool Off” in the 
July/August issue. I cut out all 
the ideas and put them in a jar. 
Anytime I’m bored, I just draw 
an idea from the jar. It’s great! 


a 2 
Age 11, Pofttiand, Oregon 


T= 
Ooops! =o 
I was looking through “50 
Ways to Cool Off” in my 
July/August issue, and I saw 
that you had switched the 
names of two of my favorite 
Popsicles. Fantastic Fruity is 
the one with the stripes. The 
one that changes color is Lick- 
A-Color. 
Jenna Carls 
Age 11, Jacksonville, Illinois 
Thanks to all of you who pointed 
this out. We felt like melting 
when we discovered our mistake! 


Fun With $1 
While I was trying “The 
Amazing Paper Clip Trick” in 
the July/August Giggle Gang, 


AMERICAN GIRL 


an idea hit me: Why not try it 
with four paper clips on the 
dollar bill? I did, and you know 
what? It worked! You can be 
double the magician you were 
before! 


Age 12, Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


Fun Fads &) : 


I loved the article on fads in 
the July/August issue, | still 
like Shirley Temple movies, 
mood rings, and lava lamps. 
The kids in my class are into 
listening to the oldies station. 
We even had a sixties theme 


dinner for the school auction! 


ge 10, Seattle, Washington 


Handling Anger 
I didn’t like “When You fines 
Your Cool” in the July/August 
issue. None of the choices fit 
me! I usually go somewhere 
quiet, then I sit and think until 
I cool down. But that wasn’t 
one of the choices. 


Rosin L)iLlond 


Age 9, Greenville, Michigan 


\llustrations: Mary Lynn Blasutta 
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Buzzword 


American girls everywhere are 
using this buzzword this season: 


loquacious 


How to Say it: “lo-KWAY-shuss” 


What it means: talkative 


Where it comes from: Loqui is a Latin 
word meaning to speak. The suffix 
ous means possessing or full of. Put 
them together, and you have a word 
describing someone who likes to 
speak, and speak, and speak! 


One way to use it: “Nicole barely 
says a word around people she 
doesn’t know well, but with friends 
she’s positively loquacious.” 


The buzzword is tucked somewhere 
into this issue of American Girl. Can 
you find it? 


Illustrations: Paul Meisel 
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vrealaanin Mountain 


ae Johnston knew Alaska’s Mt. McKinley 
was a challenging climb. After all, it’s the tallest 
| rasa in North America! Plus, she’d heard 
tales of snowstorms, avalanches, and deep 


ny. me Kinley. 
iS 320 4.” 


holes called crevasses that climbers can fall into. 
But that didn’t scare the 12-year-old. Last 
summer—after three years of trying to get her 
mother’s permission—Merrick became the 
youngest person to reach Mt. McKinley’s peak. 


ela’s YAN : 
ee x 
._-. es EES 
Mt. McKinley is 
nearly 14 times taller 
than the tallest 
building in the world! 


Merrick trained for a 
year, climbing 
smaller moun- 
tains near her Anchorage home. It 
took 21 days of climbing to reach the 
top of Mt. McKinley—but only five days 
to climb down! 

Merrick’s climb raised more than 
$2,500 in pledges for charities, but she 
hopes her climb helps girls every- 


where. “I want to inspire girls to do 
what they dream,” she says. “Go for it!” 


To stay warm, Merrick snuggled in a sleep- 
ing bag inside a cave carved out of snow. 
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Your 


Moneymaker 
“One way to make money is to bring 


up people’s garbage cans from the 
end of their driveway.” 


“This works especially well in the 
winter. Find out what day the garbage 
is collected in your town. Ask people 
you know in your neighborhood if you 
can come to their house on garbage 
day and bring in their cans. They 
won’t have to walk all the way down 
the driveway! I’d charge each family 
about 50 cents a week.” 


Age 12, Waterloo, lowa 


Kindness Counts! 


The Kindness 
Counts award for 
this issue goes to 
Rosanna Tapia, 

* age 12, of Long 
Beach, California. Rosanna’s 

friend Alison Hope wrote to tell us 

how Rosanna went out of her way 
when a friend needed help. 


“I think Rosanna Tapia really 
deserves the Kindness Counts 
award,” wrote 
Alison. 

“When I was 
flunking 
math, she 
helped me 
every day 
fora 
month. I 
went from an 
F to an A.” 


For being a true study buddy, 
Rosanna gets a Kindness Counts 
award. You’re an A+ pal, Rosanna! 
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CrirkE xpress 


Nearly 6,000 of you answered our poll about the things you love 
best. We set the winners to the tune of “My Favorite Things” (you 
know, “Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens. . . .”). Sing along! 


as 


+ White Christmas holidays make your bells ring. 


Favorite Things 


You pick a rose as your favorite flower. 
You crave a pizza at the dinner hour. 
You tune in “Looney Tunes” in the mornings. 


These are a few of your favorite things! 


You say that summer's your favorite season. 


Seven’s your number—we don't know the reason. 


These are a few of your favorite things! 


Nancy Kerrigan! Michael Jordan! 
They’re your top sports stars. ie 
Amy Grant, Garth Brooks, and Ace of Base— 


They sing the best songs by far! 


Liz, Beth, Elizabeth—all these names you favor. 
Chocolate’s the ice cream that girls love to savor. 
Purple’s the color that makes your heart sing. 


These are a few of your favorite things. 


Girls who play board games choose Monopoly. 
War is the card game that you play with glee. * 
You just love Cheerios’ small, crunchy rings. 


These are a few of your favorite things! 


From the mountains to the valleys, 
One conclusion’s clear: te 
American girls really know what they like— @ 


My, 


Although it may change next year! 


Story Contest! 


It's time again for American Girl’s 
annual story-writing contest. Here 


are the rules: 


1 Write a story that contains this 
linet “When Sara looked in the box, it 
was empty.” Use the line anywhere in 
the story. Your story can be serious or 
silly, Sorry, no stories about American 
Girls Collection characters allowed. 


2 The story should be no longer 
than eight handwritten pages or three 
typed pages. 


3 Include: your name, address, 
phone number, and AGE. A parent 
must sign your story and state that 
you wrote it yourself. 


4 Mail your story by January 1, 
1996, to Story Contest, American 
Girl, 8400 Fairway Place, Middleton, 
WI 53562. Winners will appear in the 
July/August 1996 issue. 


they (CHE eaned the 


* The menorah had a which is like a 
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Your answers: 


| In the July/August issue we asked | 
what kind of movie you were most 
likely to rent at the video store. 
Your top flick picks: | 


| 1. Comedy | 

| 2. Action adventure 

| 3. Walt Disney film | 
If you like comedies, =. RE 
rent The Wrong 

| Trousers. \t’s the tale 
of an inventor named 
Wallace, his adorable 
dog, Gromit, and a 


| mysterious penguin. 
It won an Oscar! 


Next question: 

More and more girl superheros are 

showing up in comic books and on 
| TV. If you could have one magic 


power, which would it be? The 0 
ability to: 


| 2 Be invisible 
a Have superhuman strength 


| a See into the future 


Hho 47 


a Fly 


h 


Tell us why: 


‘SN OL WOU} flew foue SA2/USUe Ano 
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Write to Us! 


Send your response to A.G.’s Poll, 
along with your answers to other 
questions in Girls Express, to the 
address below. Don’t forget to 
include your name and birthday— 
date, month, and ——_ : 
AmericanGinl « 

8400 Fairway Place 

Middleton, WI 53562 


eee, 


[Help Wanted! 


Do you subscribe to a computer 
online service? If so, which one— 
America Online, Compuserve, 
Delphi, eWorld, GEnie, Microsoft 

| Network, Prodigy, or another? What 
places have you found online that 

| other girls would like to know 
about? Have you explored the World 

Wide Web? What Web sites have 

you found that would interest other 

girls? Send us the Web site address. 

What do you like best about the 

| Web and online services? 


Cut ovt your answers and mail them to vs. 


— oS 
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Nutty Christmas 
to All... 


Thanks to her special collec- 


tion, Tracy Tistadt has the 
holiday spirit all year long! 
Nutcrackers—like the one 
in the Nutcracker ballet—fill a 
shelf the length of her room 


and overflow onto a bookcase : 

in the corner. Tracy, age 12, 

went nuts over nutcrackers Tracy in her bedroom in Clifton, Virginia. 

five years ago, when she visit- Does anyone need a nut cracked? ; 

ed a Christmas store chock-full of the brightly painted wooden : 

soldiers. “Right then, I decided to collect them,” she says. Today , 

she has 94 nutcrackers in all! | 
| 


And to Alla 
Good Night! 


Sarah Barber, age 9, is a Christmas collector, 


too. Her family has 207 copies of ‘Twas the Night 


Before Christmas! Sarah has read the poem so 


many times she can 


Pom TEXAS NIGHT 


a 4 ‘ oy a} it’ , j y 
recite the entire thing dene ye 


without once peek- 
ing at the words. 


Sarah’s library has books 
big, small, short, and tall, 


She even has a copy of 
the original manuscript from the 1890s. “It’s 
falling apart,” she says. “But it’s fun to turn 
the pages and see how it looked back then.” 


Sarah lives in Abilene, 
Texas, so a Lone Star- 
State version of the 
book is a favorite. 
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Trimmings! 

The AG tree looks beautiful __ 
this year, all decked out in 
ornaments made by ran A 
readers. 


Two layers of pretzels 
glued together make an 
almost-edible wreath. 


Clsissy Semier =I 


Age 12, Clifton Patk, New York 


This dog-gone moose is 
made of pipe cleaners 
and doggie treats! 

/) ‘) . 
Nob, 


This star has our stamp 
of approval! It’s made of 
old holiday stamps, 
cardboard, and felt. 


Age 10, fon Park, New York 


Three readers sent shiny 
angels made from crinkly 
ribbon, wooden beads, 
and pipe cleaners. 


a Monessen, sAees Cater 
Age 13, East Casey 


« z= 
a) E: A/V Cc a 


ge 13, East Amherst, New York 


KK 
A wooden bead and a 
little imagination turn a 


. ennifec ONeill 


10, St. Louis, Missouri 
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pine cone into a caroler. 


& In the carly 16006, most ornaments were. cdlible—airls decorated trees with fruits, nuts, and cookies. 
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Heart to Heart 


Ti aking Lessons © 


How can you make practicing more fun? 


What if the teacher is hard on you? 


What should you do if you want to quit? 


When I wanted 
acting lessons my 


parents agreed, 
but they had arule: ifI started 
lessons I had to stick with them. 
I couldn’t go just when I felt like 
it. Show you’re responsi lies 
Then if you ever Res 
want another 
lesson, your 
parents will 
consider it . 


A great jazz 
flautist gave me 


these tips: 

1) Always play with your heart. 
2) Play an instrument you really 
like. 3) Listen to music that has 
your instrument as a solo. You'll 
hear experts, and you can try to 
match their technique. 
Odsulmme Boroe 


Age 12, Colorado Springs, Colorado 
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Lessons are 
great, but they 


One of my problems is being 
too competitive. If someone is 
better than you are, it doesn’t 
mean you're bad. Just try your 
hardest to get better. 


MeRMatoin 


Age 11, Salem, New York 


I just started tak- 
ing piano lessons 


[like playing and listening to 
the piano, but sometimes 

I think I’m so dumb I feel like 
quitting. I think everyone 
should just remember that 
every time you practice, you 
can hear that the song sounds 
better! If you practice and 

feel good about yourself you 
won't want to quit. 


Bonn i¢ “het 


Age 8, Sugar Land, Texas 


can be hard work. 


afew months ago, 


I used to not like 
practicing piano. 


I wanted. Then my teacher came 
up with this great idea. Each 
time I practice, I set the timer 
for five minutes and play what 

I want. Then I 
set the timer 
for 20 minutes 
more and 
practice what 
my teacher wants 


Age 9, Winfield, Illinois 
I love playing the 


flute, but I don’t 
like to practice. 


Instead of practicing for one 


long session, I break it up. I play 


for 15 minutes in the morning, 
15 minutes when I get home, 
and 15 minutes after dinner. 


Age 13, Kings Park, New York 


I liked to play what 


Illustrations: Laura Cornell 


If you're practic- 
ing a new piece of 


music, go through 
it once, find the parts that cause 
problems, and practice those a 
lot. Then run through the whole 
piece again. It will sound better. 
Sorrel 


ge 11, Dayton, Ohio 


My advice is not to 
take too many 


lessons at once. 
This year I’m taking piano and 
dance, but I barely have time left 
to play with my friends. Then 

I tried to sign up for a sport, and 
those practices got in the way of 
dance and piano. I decided 
maybe to play a sport next year. 


deen Hommoyak 


Age 9, Ames, lowa 


My piano teacher 
criticizes me. 


It’s not because 
I don’t try. She does it for my 
own good. 
When I get 
upset I think, 
QT [1 P— 
Quit Taking it 
Personally. 


Tlatalie oem 


Age 11, Niceville, Florida 


If you’re thinking 
of quitting, tell 


your teacher. He 
or she should be happy to help 
you more. After a month anda 
half of clarinet lessons, I told my 
mom it seemed too difficult 

and I wanted to quit. I didn’t 
think I could ever learn to play. 
My mom called my music 
teacher to discuss this, and he 
began making a point of getting 
me through the difficult notes. 

I hung in there and recently 
received an 
award for 
“excellence 
and extra effort 
in the first year 
ane alle ae 


Michelle 10, San Leandro, Nabi Day 


I take piano 
lessons. I didn’t 


like my lessons 
at first, until I told my mom 
and dad that I didn’t like my 
teacher. It turned out O.K., 
because I ended up getting a 
new teacher! My advice to 
other girls is don’t be afraid to 
switch teachers. Try that 
before quitting. 


Rebecca heser 


Age 8, Elwood, Illinois 


I take figure 
skating lessons. 


Taking lessons is 
great. You get to learn some- 
thing you'll always be proud of. 


Your Heart 

_ Next subject: Being different. 
Have you ever been called weird or 

| different? Have you ever wanted to 

- do something unusual but were 

q afraid people would make fun of 


sienna aT" 


| you? What was it? How did you 

a feel? If you did something unusual, _ 
4 were you glad or sorry? Would you 4 
i ather fit in or stand out? 


- 8400 Fairway Place, Middleton, 
| WI 53562. Include your name and ey 
4 birthdate! Some answers will be in 
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ew 
place my palms on the window ledge of the 
huge double window in my mom and dad’s 


bedroom, and hoist myself up until Iam 
kneeling on the sill, my nose to the window. 
Beyond, and three feet below, is my 
backyard. 

It’s not fair. I cleaned my room, I swear I did. 

I made my bed, picked up the stuff on the floor, 
and put all my books in the bookshelf. 

But did my mom thank me? Of course not. 

Just because I shoved the Monopoly pieces 
under the bed, along with a couple of nightgowns, 
she got mad. 

Picky, picky, picky. 

First she told me, “I want your room cleaned in an 
hour,” and then when I tried a time-saving plan, like 
storing stuff under the bed, she didn’t appreciate it. 

A little bad luck made things even worse. 

When she came in to check on me she stepped 


barefoot on a little metal Monopoly token. 
Wow. Does she scream loud. ‘a! 
I apologized and everything. 
But did she forgive me? Ofcourse not. ~ 
I’m going to jump out this window, then nak 
around the alley and crawl on my stomach past 


the big kitchen window. My mom’s in the kitchen | 


row fhe book Finny lov Shot Ae 
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right now, with my aunt Rhea, getting the 
Thanksgiving dinner ready, and I don’t want 
them to see me make my escape. 


My aunt is why my mom’s in such a bad mood, | 
know it. Aunt Rhea and my uncle Ted and their one 
perfect kid, Andrea (my age, ten and a half) arrived 
from Chicago this morning. 

We’re all supposed to break turkey together 
in about half an hour. I plan to be in Polynesia by 
then. Or at least New Jersey. 

Our family is not too fond of their family, but they 
come every Thanksgiving anyway. 


My mom especially dis es my aunt Rhea. She’s 
rich and snobby and makes my mom and dad and 
my older brother, Jason, and me feel terrible. 

She speaks with an English accent, even 
though I know she was born right here, where 
we live, in Massapequa, Long Island, New York. 

Whenever Jason or I turn on the TV, Aunt Rhea 
always asks, oh so sweetly, “My, my, don’t you two 
watch a dreadfully large quantity of television?” 
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This morning, she asked Jason, when he was 
grabbing a cookie from the cookie jar, “Wouldn’t 
you prefer a carrot?” 

Who'd prefer a carrot to one of my mom’s 
chocolate chip cookies, anyway? 

Or later, as my mom was setting the big table, 
Rhea came over with the napkins and said, “My, 
my, Sara, but don’t you make Missy or Jason do 
anything around here?” 

Jason calls her Aunt Dia-Rhea. 

Unfortunately, my mom brought her into my 
room to show her how I'd cleaned up before they 
all arrived, and that’s when my mom stepped on 
the Monopoly top hat. And called me a slob in 
front of Aunt Rhea. And told me not to come out 
until my room is spotless. 

My first plan was not to come out of my room 
until I'm eighteen, 

But that didn’t seem possible. So I snuck in 
here to my parents’ bedroom, in the back of the 
house, and I’m going to climb out this window. 

I'd have snuck out of mine, but I left some can- 
dies on my window ledge, and they melted onto the 
metal window, and now it won't open so easily. 

More bad luck. 

Besides, I don’t want to play with my 
cousin Andrea anymore. 

She is what my grandmother calls 
“a lovely child.” 

Andrea offers to set the table. 

She always picks up her dishes 
after a meal and puts them in the sink. 

She compliments everybody on everything. 

She doesn’t even have to be reminded to do 
that stuff. 

Personally, I think that’s sick. 

And when we started to play a game of jacks, 
she slaughtered me. And apologized every move 
she made. 


I press my nose to the window. In the distance, If I weren’t running away already, I’d seriously 


I can see Annie MacElvane’s house. consider it now, because when they discover this 

My best friend. little disaster I'll be grounded until college. 

She is probably sitting down to Thanksgiving I'll have to make the hole a little bigger. Girl size. 
dinner right now with her warm, friendly family. Perfect. I’m set. 

It’s not Polynesia, but as my dad would say, I’d When my mom and dad realize I’m gone, their 
make good time. I’d be there in a sec. hearts will break. 

The problem is—I can’t run anywhere until I In fact, I think I should write a note to make 
get the summer screen out of this window. them feel a little worse. Something like: 

I'd rather run away to Polynesia, because it’s a 


great place for kids. 

We just studied it in Mrs. Schwartz’s “Cultures 
of the World” unit. 

There are no such words in Polynesia as my or 
our. Those are called possessive pronouns. The 
reason they don’t have possessive pronouns is 
that nobody owns anything, including their own ) 
children. Children belong to God and the land fa shark eats me, that'll really kill them. 


and the universe. They have total freedom. My body is easing through the scratchy 
vr yee According to my map, Polynesia screen when suddenly I hear a Thud. 
\ is about six inches from America. A Thump. A Clump. 
Which can’t be that far. And then the rattle and vibration of furni- 
I wonder what the ture in the hall. 
__ > kids in Polynesia are like. Footsteps are coming toward the bedroom. 

I wonder if, when they’re in school, they have a My body stiffens. My heart pounds. 
unit called “The Peoples of Massapequa.” Who could that be? I have to get out of here. Fast. 

As a token of my friendliness, I’m bringing my Ow. The torn screen is so scratchy. 
jacks along. Mrs. Schwartz says that when you Thud. Rattle. Tickle. 
visit other peoples, you should bring a symbol of Bounce. Bounce. 
your own peoples. Jacks should do it. Plus, they'll It’s my brother, Jason, bouncing a basketball in 
give me something to do until I make a friend. the hall. The whole house vibrates. 

Well, the sooner I leave, the sooner I'll be play- Is that the doorknob turning? This doorknob? 
ing tensies in paradise. I try to ease my body through the screen. 

Maybe I'll just shove this screen right out the I can’t get out. | ie 
window, There’s only one thing I can do. ¥ 

Scrunching down, I kick at it. Backing my butt out of the screen, I r 

Uh oh. Ahole. The sereen’s still attached, but jump down from the ledge and look / ¥ 
now there’s this big hole in it that’s the shape of around my mom’s room for a place to hide. g is 
my foot. The closet. 
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I'll never make it in time. 

Diving onto the floor, I roll under the huge 
queen-sized bed just as the door opens. 

In a second, I’m peeking out from under the 
bedspread, inches from Jason’s big clodhopper 
feet, which are now standing in front of my 
mom’s bureau. 

I bet he’s looking in the mirror, as usual. 

Wait. Those clodhoppers of his are moving. Is 
he leaving? 

No. He’s moving towards the window. I peek 
out a little further just in time to see him climb 
onto the ledge, open the window, and kick the 
screen right out into the backyard. 

“What does she want,” he’s muttering, “I 
=\ went to the store. I meant to buy regular 
e milk. So I didn’t see the label that said ‘but- 
~~, termilk.’ Personally, I’ve had enough!” 
His leg is out the window. 
My gosh. He’s running away too! 
Gee. I’m going to miss him. 

What am I talking about—I’m going to 
miss him? I’m running away too! 

Thud. Thud. 

It’s footsteps again. 

What is this? A convention? 

You can’t even have a little privacy in your own 
parents’ bedroom when you want it. 

Jason’s heard something too. His head is 
turned, perked at attention. 

The doorknob. It’s turning again. 

Jason’s eyes widen in panic and then he 
jumps backward off the window ledge. 

The next thing I know, I have company 
under the bed. 

“Happy Thanksgiving,” I whisper. 

“Ahhh!” he almost screams in fright, but I 
cover his mouth as I swallow a giggle, 
because we can both hear the soft clip clap 
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of my mom’s loose slippers. 

She’s clip clapping around the room. The bureau 
drawer squeaks open, there’s the soft whoosh of 
something being removed, the drawer squeaks 
shut again, and then the springs of the mattress hit 
my nose as she plops down on the bed. 

She’s sighing. Which lowers the springs even 
more. Then she mutters, “Personally, I’ve had 
enough...” and leans backward. “On the other 
hand, you’re a grown woman, Sara. Now go out 
there and handle it.” 

The springs lift. 

She’s gotten up. 

In a second, we hear the door open and shut. 

She’s gone. 

Wait a second. It’s opening again. 

“Sara? Are you in here?” 

It’s my dad, coming in. 

But where's my mom, if Dad didn’t see her 
going out? [know I heard the door shutting. | 

Oh no, It couldn't be, | 

But itis, 

The door that shut wasn’t the bedroom door. 

It was the closet door. 

My mom, my thirty-five-year-old mom, is hid- 
ing in the closet at this very moment. 

“Sara? Jason? Missy?” my dad whispers again 
in a voice that sounds a little lonely. 
Gee. Poor Daddy. 
He’s been stuck out there all alone with Aunt 
Rhea and Uncle Ted. 
Uncle Ted probably just finished showing 
off his newest gold charge cards to 

my dad. 


fast I peek out from underneath the 
\e 2) bottom of the bedspread. 

4 Everything that’s going on is 

- = reflected in the full-length mirror 
on the closet door. I can see a dress 


ie 
sy 
th, ‘inate 


ae 
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caught in the doorjamb of my mom’s closet. 
She’s in there all right. 
“Where is everybody?” my dad says. 
Silence. 
My dad takes one last look around the room, 
and then moves to the bedroom door again. 
But just as he’s backing out, the closet door 
opens and my mom pops out. 


[owe \p adsl that the 
? 

Sow wee, of yvo 4 mothers SMS 
s gelfiny \o me. ] com 
\welp af. 

“Hi,” she says. 

“Sara! What are you doing in the closet?” 

“I was...I was looking for a better tablecloth.” 
She swallows and then continues. “Actually, I 
was also looking for a whole new house. And a 
whole new me. But they’re not in there....” Her 
face starts to pucker, like she’s going to cry. 

My dad puts his arm around her. 

“Is Rhea getting to you, honey?” 

My mom shakes her head. “Nooo. What 
makes you think that?” 

My dad grins. 

“And I took it out on the kids....” 

“They'll live,” my dad says. 

Sure we'll live, I think. But where? 

“What’s the matter with me?” my mom sobs. 
“I’m a grown woman. Why does that phony get 
to me? Why can’t I handle it? I have no charac- 
ter. No courage. No strength. You want me to 
make it all nice. And I try, but she’s getting to 
me. Even your brother Ted is getting to me. 
All his mutual funds are going up. Did you 
know that?” 

My dad nods. “Sure did.” 
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terrible mother.” She’s bawling. 

I have to admit that the sound of my mom’s 
sobs is getting to me. I can’t help it. 

“You're not such a terrible mother...,” I mumble. 

The sobbing stops. 

“Who’s that? Where’s that? What’s that?” my 
mom asks, 

“Stevie Baldwin’s mom is worse,” Jason talks 
right into the mattress. “She’s not as mean as you 
are today, but she treats him like a baby. Last 
week, four guys were playing pool in his room, 
and she walks in, and with this high, squeaky 
voice says, ‘Would any of you boys like a 
Twinkie...?’ You’d never do that!” 

Just as Jason’s finishing his speech the bed- 
spread, like a curtain, rises, and Mom’s wide eyes 
stare at us. 

“Happy Thanksgiving,” I say to her. Then, I 
can’t help adding, “But for next Thanksgiving, 
you ought to dust under here, Mom.” 

She blushes. Then her thumb jerks backward, 

like a hitchhiker’s. 
“Out. Both of you. Out.” 
Jason rolls one way. I roll 

_., the other. 

) Ina second we’re all stand- 
b ing around my mom and dad’s 
bed. 

My mom’s fingertips are against her cheeks. I 
think she’s in shock. My dad’s eyes have already 
taken in the open window. 

Just as I say, “Jason was running away,” Jason 


“Plus, I’ve been yelling at the kids. For noth- 

ing. Well, not nothing....” 

Nothing, Mom. Nothing. 

“They’re fed up with me. And I can’t blame 

them.” She starts to cry again. “The turkey is 
probably dry, I have an ugly tablecloth, and ’ma . 
says, “Missy was running away.” | 


And then we both say, “We can’t take it any- 
more either.” 

My dad and mom give each other looks. I feel 
lectures and meaningless sayings coming on. 

“Aunt Rhea means well,” my mom begins. 

But now that we know how she really feels 
about Aunt Rhea, all we have to do is give her a 
“yeah, sure” look, and she stops. 

“On the other hand, kids...,” Now my dad is 
going into speech mode. “You can’t run away 
from a problem.” 

But then he looks at my mom, who is standing 
inches from her former hideaway closet. 


He stops. And sighs. “What are we going to 
do?” he says. “They are unbearable. I’ve tried to 
talk to them, hint, be diplomatic, but it’s like 
talking to Martians.” 


Everyone’s looking dumb, so I jump right in 
there. “Could we all run away?” | ask softly. 

All our eyes shift to the open window. Then we 
look at each other. 

I can see the open sea. Polynesia. Palm trees. 

Then my dad sighs. “My mother, your grand- 
mother, would have a heart attack in heaven. I 
can’t...” 

My mom agrees. “Look, it’s the worst 
Thanksgiving of my life...but otherwise it’s not so 
terrible. What we have to do is what we do every 


year. Get through it, and give thanks on 
Sunday—when it’s over.” 

Everybody nods at practically the same time. 
Which makes us all giggle. 

“Are we ready?” my dad asks. “We have to get 
out there or they’re going to start to get suspi- 
cious. Plus, the turkey is done.” 

My mother turns white. “Oh my gosh...my 
turkey.” She lunges for the door. 

Then she stops, pauses, looks back at us, puts 
a big smile on her face, stands up straight, and 
with dignity, walks out her bedroom door. 

My father follows. 

My brother goes next. 

Before I leave, I take one last peek at the window. 

I guess that’s what people mean by a “window 
of opportunity.” 

Polynesia would have been swell. 

But it’s not to be. 

Of course, Christmas is coming and there are 
rumors that my mother’s second cousins might 
visit from Florida. 

I can feel the wind wafting through my hair 
already. 

But in the meanwhile, I close the door behind 


me, take a deep breath, and gather up the courage 
that the Peoples of Massapequa are known for. 


Meet the Author 


As a girl, I tried torun 

away from home, too. I 
didn’t get farther than the 
window that time, either! I 


9 WN 
e om took that experience, added 


a Thanksgiving my own family went through 
recently, and out came this story. Holidays can be 
tough, but sticking together always helps. 
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Cooking 


Use cookies, crackers, and candy 
to make a delicious decoration. 


Getting Started 


You will use this frosting like glue to join the | 
pieces of your houses and trees. 


“Wl An adult to 


help you 


Ingredients 

a2 large, fresh eggs 

= 4 cups powdered 
sugar 


Equipment 
Mixing bowl 
uElectric mixer 
uMeasuring cup 


1 Wash hands. Have an 
adult help you separate 2 
eggs and put just the egg 


aSpoon whites into a mixing bowl. 
=uSqueeze bottle— 
empty ketchup 2 Use a mixer to beat the 
dispenser works well egg whites until they form 


soft peaks when you lift the 
beaters (see picture above). 


3 Mix in 3 cups of 
powdered sugar. Slowly add 
more powdered sugar until 
the frosting is thick, but not 
too thick to squeeze out of 
js the bottle. Spoon the 
| = frosting into the bottle. 


Tabletop Photos: Mike Walker Model Photo: Paul Tryba Food Styling: Bonnie Rabert Illustrations: Geri Strigenz Bourget 
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Build a House 


Make a basic house, then use the photo—and 
your imagination—for decorating ideas. 


YOU WILL NEED 


For 1 house 

a1 half-pint milk carton 

=Stapler 

a6 graham crackers— 
honey or chocolate 
flavored 

=Frosting—see recipe 

on page 19 


1 Rinse out the milk 2 Trim 4 graham crackers 3 Squeeze a thick layer of 
carton and let dry. Staple if necessary to make them frosting on 1 side of 2 
the spout closed. fit on the sides of the graham crackers. Press 
carton. (Nibbling is an easy them on top of the carton 
way to trim them!) Squeeze to make the roof. 
a layer of frosting on 1 
graham cracker, Press it to 
1 side of the carton, 
Repeat on all sides, 


For the decorations 
uCandy canes 
aHard candy sticks 
aHard candy mints 
=aPlain M&M’s candies 
aM&M’s Mini Baking 
Bits 
«Sour Gummi strings 
=Gumdrops 
#Orange slice candy 
=sSpearmint leaf candy 
Sandwich cookies 
=Red licorice laces, 
twists, and bits 


4 Squeeze frosting to fill 5 Squeeze a thick stripe 6 Add candies to trim the 
in the triangle-shaped of frosting to fill in each roof and make windows, a 
spaces of the carton at corner of the house. Press door, a chimney, and 

the front and back of the candy into the frosting. bushes. Let dry overnight. 
roof. 
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Grow Some Greenery 


Use ice-cream cones to create a forest of evergreen 
trees for your winter wonderland. 


=uBag of spearmint 
leaf candies 

=Butter knife 

Sugar cones 

Squeeze bottle filled 
with frosting 


1 To make 11 tree, slice 
about 12 spearmint leaves 
in half so they are half as 
thick, Each spearmint leaf 
candy will give you 2 thin 
leaves, 


2 Turn 1 cone upside 
down. Squeeze out 
frosting to cover the entire 
cone. Start at the bottom 
and press a row of leaves 
into the frosting. Add more 
rows of leaves, overlapping 
the rows as you move up 
the cone. 


3 You can make smaller 
trees by using only part of 
the sugar cone. Break or 
nibble off the wide end of 
1 cone to get the size of 
cone you want. Then 
follow step 2. Let your 
trees dry overnight. 


Add Finishing Touches 


Complete your scene with a fence, a path, and flaky snow! 


uHeavy cardboard 

Squeeze bottle filled 
with frosting 

aMini pretzel twists 

=Plain M&M's candies 

aM&M’s Mini Baking 
Bits 

uBag of shredded 

coconut 


1 Arrange your finished 
houses and trees on a 
piece of cardboard large 
enough to hold them all. 
Use frosting to attach 
each house and tree to 
the base, 


2 To make a fence, 
attach pretzels to the base 
with dots of frosting. To 
make a sidewalk, draw a 
path with frosting. Press 
M&Ms and mini M&Ms into 
the frosting path. 


3 Sprinkle coconut over 
the whole scene to look 
like snow. x 
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dressed in white. For this holiday 
visited New Mexico, where traditiot 
Spanish settlers are now shared by every 
there showed us why their home As call 2 
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With Christmas just days away, twin sisters 
Kathryn and Elizabeth Cerny-Chipman, age 8, 
have a job to do. Their good friend, Sarracina 
Littlebird, age 8, comes over to help. 

Armed with paper bags, buckets of sand, and 
short, fat candles, the girls make favolitos, or little 
lanterns. The process is simple: Open the bag, 


ao 


The girls’ tip for making farolitos: Folding over the tops of the 
bags helps to keep them open as you work. 
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scoop in some sand, and set a candle inside. By 
day, these crinkly lunchbag creations don’t look 
like much. But in a few nights, they will transform 
the girls’ home in Santa Fe, New Mexico, into a 
glowing winter wonderland. 

As the sun sets on Christmas Eve, the girls— 
and hundreds of other people in Santa Fe—light 
the candles in their farolitos. When the skies 
finally darken, candlelight dances everywhere! 

The girls say the most fun comes from strolling 
through Santa Fe on Christmas Eve. They love 
skipping around the farolitos that line the side- 
walks, singing Christmas carols with friends, and 
huddling by /uminarias, blazing bonfires that are 
lit right on the Santa Fe street corners! 

“We stay out until everybody gets very sleepy,” 
Sarracinasays. Then the tired girls and their 
families head for home, looking forward to the 
excitement of Christmas Day. 


Santa Fe's softly glowing 
farolitos surround Sarracina 
on Christmas Eve. 


Leading the Way 


“Who will play Mary?” As Christmas draws near, 
neighborhood and church groups around New 
Mexico decide who will act out the part of the 
mother of Jesus in processions called Las Posadas. 
That’s Spanish for The Inns. 

Las Posadas is a reenactment of Mary and 
Joseph’s search for a place to sleep in Bethlehem. 
In the Albuquerque neighborhood pictured here, 
kids are the actors—and this lucky girl gets the role 
of Mary. 

During the procession, neighbors walk from 
house to house, singing “Quien les da posada a estos 
peregrinos? That’s Spanish for, “Who will give 

lodging to these pilgrims?” But at each house they 
visit, people sing an answer in Spanish that means, 
“You cannot come in.” The tired travelers then move 
on. The girl who plays Mary in this group doesn’t 
have to walk, though. She rides a patient donkey! 

Finally, at the last house, the group is invited 
inside, where food, drinks, and a piviata await 

» everyone. Even the donkey gets a crunchy treat! 


In her snowy white dress and veil, Myrriah 
Gomez, age 10, is the center of attention in this 
holiday dance. Myrriah is part of a Matachines 
(maht-ah-CHEEN-es) dance group—and part 
of a tradition that’s about 400 years old! 

Dancing to guitar and violin music, Myrriah 
and the other colorfully costumed characters 
tell a story that’s full of drama—and mystery. No 
one can be sure where the dance began or what 
every part of the story means. But most people 
say the dance tells how Spanish settlers tried to 
bring the Christian religion to Aztec Indians in 
Mexico and Pueblo Indians in America. 

Myrriah dances the part of an Indian princess. 
During December, she'll perform at schools and 
colleges, and even at the Palace of the Governors 
in Santa Fe. For Myrriah, though, performing is 
more than a chance to be a star. To her, the dance 


is a way “of keeping our culture alive.”* 


La Malinche, a princess 
dressed in white, represents 
goodness. 


El Toro, the bull, represents 
trouble, His “death” during 
a bullfight ends the dance. 


EI Abuelo, the grandfather 
clown, directs the dance 
and entertains the audience. 


El Monarca, the leader, is 
accompanied by masked 
soldiers in the dance. 


AS Sone cay “Matachines” comes from an Italian word for “masked.” 


OO ee 


ee 


The soldiers show their 
respect for Myrriah and their 
masked leader. 
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The Great 
History Hunt 


This is just like a scavenger 
hunt, but instead of 
searching for items around 
the house, you’re uncovering 
family history! 


Hand out a list of questions 
to cousins and siblings, and 
see who can find all the 
answers by quizzing older 
relatives. Tailor the questions 
to fit your own family. When 
you’re done, share the 
answers with everyone! 


Sample questions: 

+ What’s your mother’s 
grandmother’s middle name? 
+ In what city did your grand- 
parents meet? *« What was 
the name of your father’s first 
pet? * Did your grandmother 
ever have a role in a school 
play? If so, what was it? 
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You think you know you 
Try these fun family James at hol 


You may learn Something Suprig ing: 


+ What grade school did your 
mother attend? Who was her 
fourth-grade teacher? « What 
street did your grandparents 
live on when they were first 
married? « What was the first 
concert your father attended? 
+ Who starred in the first 
movie your grandfather saw? 
+ Who starred in the last 
movie your mother saw? 

+ What’s your grandparents’ 
favorite song? « What did 
your father’s grandfather do 
for a living? 


Quick Mor / 


who Was Your 


r relatives ? 
iday time. 
(2) 


Secret Skills 


Find out what talents your 
family members are hiding. 
Have each person write down 
a skill they have, or some- 
thing they’ve done, that 
others may not know about. 
You might learn that Aunt 
Edie can hang a spoon on her 
nose. Or that loquacious 
Uncle Harry was once named 
Fastest Talker in Akron, Ohio! 


Buried 
Treasure 


Ask relatives to dig deep in 
their pockets or purses and 
bring out something no one 
else would have. It could be 
SS anything, from a yo-yo, 
to a souvenir pencil from 
Disneyland, to a photo of a | 
pet. Put everything on a | 
tray, then let guests look at 
the items and write down 
who owns what. Whoever 
matches the most trinkets 
with the correct relatives 
wins. Don’t forget to get the 
story behind each item! x 


Mix up the pieces of paper, Wy, 

then take turns reading the if ¥ 
skills aloud and guessing who ‘ 
the talented relative is. 


Kids’ Table 


Try these games with the 
other kids in your family: 


Believe It Or Not: The object 
is to fool the others by telling 
a true story about a relative 
that sounds false, or a false 
story that could be true. You 
might say, “Aunt Bee went 
waterskiing when she was 74 
years old,” The other kids 
vote: “Believe it!” or “NOT!” 


Countin’ Cousins: Who can 
most quickly name all the 

cousins, oldest to youngest? 
In alphabetical order? 
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When Samantha planned a party, she never 
planned on losing her best friend! 
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m et’srace!” Samantha called. 

= Across Culpepper’s Pond 
she skated, going so fast 
" she felt as if she were 
flying. Ida, Helen, Ruth, 
and Nellie were right 
behind her, their skates flashing. The race 
ended in a tie as all five girls skidded up to 
the edge of the pond at the same time. They 
collapsed on the bench together in a breath- 
less, giggling heap. 

“Jeepers!” said Ida after they'd untangled 

themselves. “My fingers are so stiff 1 can 


hardly undo my skates!” 

“I hope it stays this cold,” said Samantha. 
“Won’t it be fun to skate during our Christmas 
vacation?” 

“Oh, yes!” the other girls agreed happily. 

It had been the coldest winter anyone 
could remember. For weeks now, Culpepper’s 
Pond had been frozen solid, Skating was all 
the rage. Almost every day, Samantha, Ida, 
Helen, and Ruth burst out of Miss Cramp- 
ton’s Academy with their sechoolbooks under 
their arms and their ice skates slung over 
their shoulders and rushed straight to the 
pond. 

This Friday afternoon skating was especially 
fun because Samantha’s friend Nellie was able 
to come, too. Nellie was a good skater. She 
was teaching the others how to skate back- 
ward and do figure eights, All the girls liked it 
when Nellie came to the pond, but she could 
only come on Mondays and Fridays. Nellie 
and her parents were servants for Mrs. Van 
Sicklen, and Nellie usually had to work. 

Samantha looked out at the crowd as she 


unbuckled her skates. In their bright hats 
and coats, the skaters looked like a flock of 
colorful birds, swooping, skimming, and 
swirling across the ice. Two of the skaters 
left the crowd and skated toward the bench. 
Samantha saw that they were Edith and 
Clarisse, who also went to Miss Crampton’s 
Academy. “Hello,” Samantha said politely as 
the girls stopped. 

But Edith didn’t waste time with politeness. 
“T’m having a party Monday after school, and 
my mother is making me invite all the girls 
in my class at Miss Crampton’s,” she said. 
“So that means all of you—except Nellie, 
of course—have to come. We're going to 
practice our song for the Christmas pageant.” 

“Monday?” asked Samantha. 

Helen blurted out what Samantha was 
thinking: “But that means we'll miss skating 
with Nellie!” 

Edith sniffed. “Well, then, you needn’t stay 
at the party very long. That way you'll have 


time to skate with your friend the servant girl.” 

Clarisse had been staring at Nellie’s skates. 
They were very old, and the blades and 
buckles were rusty. Now Clarisse whispered 
something to Edith, and they both smirked. 
As they skated away, Clarisse said in aloud 
voice, “I think it’s pathetic the way that Nellie 
is always trying to keep up with her betters!” 

Nellie quickly bent down to gather up her 
schoolbooks, but Samantha could see that her 
cheeks were red. Samantha was so angry at 
Edith and Clarisse for hurting Nellie’s feelings 
she wished she could punch them! “Don’t pay 
any attention to those nincompoops, Nellie,” 
she said. 
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Oh dear! thought Samantha. I brought up the party to 
make Nellie feel better, and now it’s made her feel worse! 


“That’s right,” said Helen. She crossed her 
eyes and stuck her tongue out at the girls’ 
backs. 

“I wish I didn’t have to go to Edith’s party,” 
said Ida. “It won’t be fun.” 

“I know!” said Samantha, with enthusiasm. 
“Let’s have our own special party next Friday!” 

“Oh, yes, let’s!” agreed Helen and Ida and 
Ruth. 

“We'll skate first, and then we can have the 
party at my house,” said Samantha. “I’m sure 
Grandmary will allow it. We can sing carols 
and eat cookies and drink cocoa—” 

“And we can give each other presents!” 
Helen piped up. “Special presents for our 
most special friends.” 

“Yes!” agreed all the girls—all except Nellie. 

Nellie was very quiet. Immediately, 
Samantha realized why. Nellie has no money. 
She cannot possibly buy presents for us, she 
thought. Oh dear! I brought up the party to 
make Nellie feel better, and now I’m afraid it’s 
made her feel worse! 

Samantha thought hard as Ida, Helen, and 
Ruth chattered on about the party and joked 
about the presents they were going to give each 
other. After the other girls said goodbye and 
headed home, Samantha smiled at her friend. 

“Nellie, I have a good idea!” she said. “Why 
don’t you and I get together and make presents 
for the other girls? Wouldn’t that be fun?” 

Nellie looked uncertain. “Do you think 
homemade presents will be all right?” she 
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asked. “All the other girls will have store- 
bought.” 

“Good gifts don’t have to cost money!” said 
Samantha. “Once I saw someone make really 
nice Christmas corsages out of pinecones.” 

“Corsages!” said Nellie. “That’s so grown 
up! Do you remember how to make them?” 

“I think so,” said Samantha. “Anyway, how 
hard can it be? Let’s meet tomorrow afternoon 
and collect a lot of pinecones.” 

Nellie smiled. “I'll bring a basket,” she said. 


light snow was falling the 

next afternoon as Samantha 

and Nellie walked through 

the woods just behind 

4 the Van Sicklens’ house, 
—... filling Nellie’s basket with 

pinecones. 

“Be careful where you step,” Nellie warned 
Samantha. “It’s marshy. There are puddles as 
big as small ponds in here.” 

Samantha scraped a bit of the snow away with 
the toe of her boot. “The puddles are all frozen,” 
she said. “See? There’s ice under the snow.” She 
looked around, “It’s pretty here, isn’t it?” 

“Pretty and cold,” said Nellie, shivering. 
“Let’s go inside.” 

The girls hurried to Samantha’s house. It was 
cozy in the kitchen. On the table, Samantha had 
carefully set out everything they needed to 
make their corsages. They began eagerly, 
talking as they worked. “The other girls are 


going to be so pleased that we made our pre- 


sents for them all by ourselves,” said Samantha. 
“It will be a surprise!” said Nellie happily. 
But making the corsages was a lot harder 
than Samantha had remembered, The gold 
paint was globby. The cheery sprigs of holly 
pricked their fingers. The Christmas-red ribbon 
wouldn’t stay tied in bows. The lacy paper 
snowflakes refused to stick on the pinecones. 
Samantha and Nellie grew quieter and quieter 
as they became more and more discouraged. 
After hours of struggle, the kitchen table 
was sticky with glue and globs of gold paint. It 
was littered with short bits of ribbon, crushed 
holly sprigs, and clumps of wadded-up paper. 
Samantha wrinkled her brow and held up a 
mangled-looking, splotchy, gluey pinecone. 
“I must have forgotten some important step,” 


she said. “This doesn’t look anything like a 
corsage.” 

“Mine doesn’t, either,” Nellie said. She 
sighed. “The corsages were a nice idea, 
Samantha,” she went on kindly. “But let’s be 
honest. They’re not working.” 

“What if we put jingle bells on them?” asked 
Samantha. “I’ve got some we could use.” 

But Nellie shook her head and grinned a 
little. “We’d need something more than jingle 
bells to make these look any good,” she said. 
“We'd need something magic.” 

“You're right,” Samantha admitted. “We 
might as well throw this stuff away.” 

In silence, the girls swept the crumpled 
paper, wrinkled ribbons, and globby gold pine- 
cones off the table and into Nellie’s basket. 
“Maybe we could try making something else 
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Samantha had never seen Nellie so stiff and unfriendly! 
“Oh, Nellie,” she burst out. “Can’t we talk for a while?” 


for the girls,” Samantha suggested at last. “Or 
maybe we could find something—” 

“No,” Nellie said firmly. “I know you're 
trying to help me, Samantha, but you can’t.” 
She tossed a pinecone into the basket and 
dusted off her hands. “Clarisse was right,” 
she said. “Servant girls shouldn’t try to ‘keep 
up.’ I don’t have any money to spend the way 
you and your friends do.” 

Samantha felt helpless. “But you'll come to 
the party on Friday, won’t you, Nellie?” she 
asked. “The party will be the most fun. 
Presents don’t matter. No one expects... 

I mean, no one will care if you don’t give—” 

Nellie interrupted. “J would care,” she said 
simply. She picked up the basket of scraps. 
“T’'ll get rid of this,” she said. And then she left. 

Samantha slumped at the table. She had 
hurt Nellie’s pride. Now Nellie might not 
come to the party. It seemed the more 
Samantha tried to make things better, the 
more she made things worse. 


amantha, Helen, Ruth, and 
Ida had rushed to the pond 
after Edith’s party on 
Monday, but they could not 
find Nellie. No one had seen 
& her skating that afternoon. 

“Gosh!” said F Ruth, “Why isn’t Nellie here? 
She knew we were coming. She’s never 


missed a Monday afternoon before!” 
“I sure hope she comes Friday,” said Helen. 
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“The party won’t be fun without her.” 

Samantha said nothing. She knew why 
Nellie wasn’t there. She’s avoiding us, 
Samantha thought. Oh, I’ve got to talk to her! 

After skating, Samantha went straight to 
the Van Sicklens’ house and knocked on the 
front door. Nellie’s father opened it. “Why, 
hello, Samantha,” he said. “How may I help 
you today?” 

“Please, Mr. O’Malley,” said Samantha. 
“May I see Nellie?” 

Mr. O’Malley seemed to hesitate, but then he 
smiled. “Come in and wait in the hall,” he said. 

“Thank you,” said Samantha. As she stood 
waiting, she could hear Mr, O'Malley talking 
to Nellie in the kitchen. 

“Samantha’s here,” he said. 

“Oh, no!” Samantha heard Nellie say. 

Samantha’s heart sank. Nellie didn’t want 
to see her! 

When Nellie appeared, she seemed nervous. 
“Hello, Samantha,” she said. 

“Nellie, we missed you at the pond,” said 
Samantha. 

“Oh!” said Nellie. “I... was busy.” 

Samantha had never seen Nellie so stiff and 
unfriendly! “Oh, Nellie,” she burst out. “Can’t 
we go in the kitchen and talk for a while?” 

“No!” said Nellie quickly. “We can’t. I. . .uh, 
I better get back to work.” She opened the 
front door. “Thank you for coming, Samantha. 
You'd better go now.” 

Before Samantha knew it, she was back 


outside. Even more bitter than the cold was 
the feeling that she had lost her friend. There 
could be no doubt about it—Nellie did not 
want to see Samantha or talk to her. Samantha 
trudged home sadly. 


he day of the party was 
dreary and cold. After 
school, when the girls got 
to Culpepper’s Pond, 
Samantha was sorry but 

oi ~ not surprised to see that 
Nellie was not ‘here The girls skated without 
her, but after a while Helen said, “Maybe 
Nellie’s waiting for us at your house, Samantha. 
Shall we go see?” 

They walked up the hill, dropped their skates 
in a pile on the front porch, and filed inside. 


Nellie wasn’t there. 

“Well,” said Samantha glumly. “We might as 
well have some refreshments.” 

As the girls were getting their first cups 
of cocoa, Nellie appeared at the door to the 
parlor. She had a big red bow in her hair and 
a big smile on her face. 

“Nellie!” the girls cried in delight as they 
rushed to her. “You're here!” 

“Oh, we were so afraid you weren’t com- 
ing!” said Ida. 

“Now that you’ve come, the party can 
begin!” said Helen. 

Samantha was too relieved and delighted 
to say anything. She sat at the piano and 
played “The Twelve Days of Christmas” as 
loudly as she could. The girls got the words 
all mixed up. No one could remember if it 
was the lords who were leaping or the ladies, 
but no one seemed to mind. And Ruth sang 
“five goooolden rings” in such a funny, 


warbling voice that they all collapsed with 
laughter. Singing made them hungry, so 
they ate cookies and drank more steaming 


cups of cocoa beside the fire. 

“Now!” said Ida, setting down her empty 
cup. “Let’s open our presents.” 

Samantha watched Nellie carefully out of 
the corner of her eye. Nellie hadn’t brought 
any packages, but she watched her friends 
exchange gifts with happy, glowing eyes. 

“Here, Nellie,” said Helen, handing her a 
big box. “We all chipped in to buy this gift 
for you.” 

“Thank you,” said Nellie politely. She 
opened the box, and her face grew pink. 
“Oh, thank you!” she said again as she lifted 
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out a beautiful pair of ice skates. “What a 
wonderful surprise!” 

Then suddenly Nellie stood up, and 
holding her skates to her chest, she said, 
“Now you must all get your skates and come 
with me, because I have a surprise for you.” 

Giggling and chattering, the girls put on 
their coats. They followed Nellie out the door 
and picked up their skates on the porch. The 
sun was just setting. The sky was dark purple 
streaked with pink, and a few early stars were 
out. Nellie led the curious and excited girls 
through the twilight to the woods behind the 
Van Sicklens’ house. When at last she stopped 
among the trees, her friends all gasped in 
amazement at what they saw. 

“Oooooooh!” they sighed. 

The woods were transformed! Nellie had 
swept the snow off the ice so that all the small, 
perfect ponds were clear. One pond led to 
another, like shiny stepping stones made of 
mirrors. The ponds were rimmed by candles 
planted in the snow and by small bouquets of 
holly sprigs. Nellie had hung lanterns from 
the largest tree branches, and their light 
glowed against the wintry dusk. Glittering 
gold pine cones and lacy paper snowflakes 
hung from the trees, too, and bits of red 
ribbon that fluttered and danced. 

“It’s like an enchanted forest,” whispered 
Samantha, and all the girls murmured in 
agreement. 

At that moment, Mr. O’Malley appeared, 
carrying his violin. As the girls strapped on 
their skates, he began to play a waltz, and 
the thin notes floated clear and fine on the 
night air. 


Samantha skated next to Nellie. “It’s so 
beautiful, Nellie!” she said. 

Nellie beamed. “My dad helped me,” she 
said. “We came out here together early this 
morning, before sunrise. He checked the 


ice to be sure it was safe, and he helped me 
put up the decorations, too. But it was my 
idea! I made the decorations out of the scraps 
from our corsage project. I was making 
them the day you came to see me, Samantha, 
and that’s why I couldn’t let you come into 
the kitchen. I wanted my gift for you to bea 
surprise!” 

“It’s the most wonderful surprise I’ve ever 
seen!” said Samantha. “I don’t know how you 
ever did it.” 


Nellie smiled and twirled in a little circle on 
the ice. “Oh,” she said. “It was just a little 
magic.” * 


Meet the Author 
Valerie Tripp 


One very 
cold winter after- 
noon, my daughter 
led me to a spot in the 
woods where she’d 


m2 Now 


found a series of small ponds—frozen 
puddles, really—among the trees. We didn’t 
have ice skates, so we slipped and slid from 
pond to pond in our boots. It was so pretty 
there in the woods, and the ponds seemed 
made just for us. That’s where I got the idea 
for this story. 


Valerie Tripp has written 15 books in The American Girls 
Collection, including three about Samantha. 
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Looking Back 


Girls on Ice 


Glide through history and discover how ice skating has 
changed from the earliest times until today. 


Beginners 
People have skated for 
thousands of years. The 
earliest known skate, 
made of animal bone, is 
said to be about four 
thousand years old! By 
the 1300s, people in 
Holland developed modern 
iron skates that let them 
glide over the frozen 


canals that crisscrossed 
their towns like streets. 
Dutch people soon 
became some of the 
world’s best skaters. 
How good were they? 
The artist who drew the 
picture below was 
confident that this Dutch 
girl could skate—and 
knit—at the same time! 


Fancy figures 
The invention of steel 
skates in the mid-1800s 
allowed skaters to show off 
all sorts of fancy footwork. 
Many of these skaters 
moved very stiffly. They 
concentrated on carving 
complicated patterns such 
as “the rattlesnake” with 
their sharp blades. One 
skater even etched an 
entire love letter to his 
sweetheart into the ice! 


rosette 


All together 


Pairs skating began as 
“hand-in-hand” skating in 
the mid-1800s. Hand-in- 
hand skaters came in all 
kinds of combinations: 
two boys, two girls, a boy 
and a girl—even groups of 
six to eight kids in a row! 
The twosome shown here 
practice their hand-in-hand 
technique in the 1920s. 


Credits on page 2. 
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Big changes 
The first women to skate 
competitively glided 
gracefully in long skirts. 
But in 1924 an 11-year-old 
girl changed all that. 


In the 1924 Olympic 

Games, Sonja Henie 

wore a short skirt, and 
spun and jumped like male 
skaters. She was also 
given last place by the 
shocked judges! 


But four years later, as 
thinking about women’s 
skating changed, Sonja 
won the first of her ten 
world titles. Soon Sonja 
was everywhere—even in 
Hollywood movies. 


Even today her influence 
is seen. Since Sonja didn’t 
like black skates, she 
wore beige ones instead. 
When her competitors 
copied her, Sonja wore 
white skates. Most girls 
since then have worn 
white skates, too! 


Skate dates 


1860 to 1900 


skates directly onto their 
shoes or boots. 


Girls began wearing new 
skates that had blades 
screwed into the boots. 


or te 
More girls bought skates 
with toe picks that helped 


with jumps and spins. 


Tips from the Top 


Graceful 
skating 


Dancelike movements and 
athletic jumps make today’s 
stars shine. Here’s a tip from 
Nancy Kerrigan about how 
you can look great on skates. 


“Graceful skating takes lots 
of practice. Using your hands 
can help. Try to keep your 
fingers together and your 
thumb tucked inside your 
palm. Make smooth hand 
movements instead of quick, 
exaggerated ones. Your 
hands should look soft and 
pretty, not stiff or awkward.” 


You can write to Nancy at 
PS StarGames 

1101 Wilson Boulevard 
Arlington, Virginia 22209 X 
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We asked you to share your secret codes with 


us. Here are two we think are splendiferous! 


GIRLS Code 
‘ Xima Avalos, age 13, of letter on the bottom line of the decoder. 
_ National City, California, sent Look above the letter to see what it stands 
us the GIRLS Code. To read for. “Cd!” is “Hi!” Note: some letters 
the message below, find each don’t change in this code. 


2) ZIM Bques esAouuYyo uMop sijey pue “seq Ziq e “Ins pai e sey FEUM 


Illustrations: Paul Meisel 
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Fhone Code 


Look at the numbers on 
the telephone to use this 
code, says Mary Laurel 
Burt, 12, of Lanham, 
Maryland. To unscramble a message, 


follow the line above each number to 
see what letter it represents. For 

x | f 
example, 2 is A, 2is B, and 2 isC. 


iV 


f “aowysny juno gApog ou pue speay snoy sey JeUM Gur 


Can you decode the message below? 


All answers on page 44. 


wy) caput 
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What do gingerbread boys put on their beds? Cookie sheets. DIAWA SMAKRITO Why doesn’t a car get cold? Because it has a 


Age 12, Glendora, New Jersey 
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SS 
Gia, Who's the Champ? & 
Eight basketball teams are playing in the 1. The Eagles lose to the Panthers in Round 1. 
Turkey Tournament. Read the clues, then 2. The Cardinals beat the Dolphins in Round 2. 
write the winner of each game inthe blank. 3. The Sharks win two games and lose one. 


Which team is the champion? 


Age 8, Palo Alto, California 


Ima Wayeri Where’s the best place to hide a chocolate? In your mouth. 


Age 9, Bondurant, lowa 


only the letters in starlight to form the ans 
to the clues. Write the answers in the star. 


1, a dog wags 

2. Santa checks this twice 

3. Sour 

4. Slant 

5. This and 

6.___ and that 

7.___ and pepper 

8. These tell who a gift is for 
9. A toy boat may have this 
10. The opposite of first 


Bumclos farrena Whom do birds marry? Their tweet-hearts! 


Age 10, Marquette, Michigan 


mner Scgmund Why does a ballerina wear a tutu? Because the one-one’s too small and the three-three’s too big. 
Grass Valley, California 
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limb up a tree and act like a nut. 


7, serait 


Moo! F Ba Rabbit! 


Play this beastly card game with a friend 
when you're stuck inside on a winter’s day. 
The object is to win all the cards in the deck. 


1. Each player picks an animal and tells the 
other what it is. One player deals out all the 


cards in the deck. Both girls hold their cards 
face down in front of them, and say “one, two, 


three.” On “three,” each girl turns her top 
card face up on the table. 


Z.. Both girls keep doing this as fast as they 


can, until they flip over two cards that match. 


When that happens, each girl makes the 


other’s animal sound. The player who makes 


the correct sound first takes all the cards on 
the table. 


i If both players make the correct sound 
at the same time, no one gets the cards. Ifa 
player makes the wrong sound or makes a 


sound when there’s no match, she gives a 
card to the other player. 


4. The game ends when one player has all 


the cards. Pick a different animal for each 
new game to make it extra tricky! 


Age 11, Ontario, Canada 
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1.Can you vada one line to 
the figure below and make it 
say 9:50? 


ORE No Hosmer: 


Age 9, Rochester, Minnesota 


Z.. Here’s a poem that’s 
also a riddle: 

The beginning of eternity 

The end of time and space 
The beginning of every end 


The end of every place 


What is it? 


Sjeulpsed oyL 

:gdweyd 34} S,0UM 

<S jyjnajs sadns 

>; ae & 81,NO,A :apog auodyd 
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OZIrQ Vanderklok Why does a lion wear a thick fur coat? Because he’d look stupid .- 


[O10 10 


What do you get when you cross a sheep with a porcupine? An animal that knits its own sweaters z Manda Vatt-1Y ayesky 


\hind DA 


Age 11, Gaithersburg, Maryland 


in a plastic raincoat. 


Age 11, Union City, California 


Whos That Gir 


Here’s an American girl of yesterday. Read the clues about her and 
guess who she became when she grew up. 


“Sj Cluel 

77 Because I loved to draw, my 
~~, mother helped me create a tiny 
“artist’s studio” by cramming a little desk into 

a cleaned-out linen closet. I spent hours in my 

little studio just drawing away. 


Clue 2 

My friends and I played in the 
» big woods behind our house. 
We mel forts and set up pretend “stores” 
where we sold old toys and other fun stuff 
we didn’t want anymore. 


Clue 3 

I had a collection of my My father once made me a doll 
~» ©) house that I decorated. I had a 

wonderful time making all the furniture for it. 

I even painted designs on the material that 


covered the little chairs. 


(cowtetes} mother’s and grandmother’s 
old picture books from the 1920s and 1930s. 
I loved looking at their bright and beautiful 
illustrations. I practiced copying those 


illustrations over and over again. 


Take a guess! 
When she grew up, this American girl became: 
An architect A movie director 

o An illustrator 


Clue 4 

=» One of my favorite holiday 
<> —memoriesis helping my 

ee bake Christmas pies. With the left- 

over dough, I’d make mini pies just for me. 


A famous chef 


Turn the page and find out if you’re right! 
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Mary Engelbreit from three to five hours creating her illustra- 
can’t remember a 
time when she didn’t 


love to draw. “When 


ones Mary Enoelbe' 


tions—and lots of time in business meetings. 
Greeting cards are still Mary’s favorite 
things to draw. She loves finding the witty 
sayings that come from quotation books, old 
magazines, and the silly things people say. 
Other ideas come from Mary’s girlhood. 
“When I create Christmas cards, I think about 
what Christmas felt like as a girl.” she says. 
Not all of Mary’s memories are so 


I was 11 years old, I 


told my parents that 


For Mary, who loves to I was going to be an 
read, the messages on her 


greeting cards are just as 
important as the pictures! a Smile. “I just always 


knew what I was going to do.” 
She was right! Although she’s most famous 


artist,” she says with 


positive. When she was 


for her greeting cards, more than 350 other young,some _ 
products—from calendars to umbrellas— people told her 
feature Mary’s artwork. that being an 
Mary got an early start in business. While artist wasn’t a very 
still in high school, she sold her handmade realistic way to 


make a living. But 
Mary didn’t let them 
discourage her. “I mi 
believed in myself,” she | e 


greeting cards for a quarter each. The cards 
were so popular they sold out the same day! 
Mary’s now president of her huge 
business, but she does all the drawing herself. 
Each day she spends says. “And now I'm living 


my dream.” * 


You can write to Mary at — 
The Mary Engelbreit 
Company 

6900 Delmar Boulevard 
St. Louis, Missouri 63130 


Mary’s advice to American girls: 


“Memories inspire my art. They can inspire 


yours, too. When you’re drawing, sit and think 


about little details that made a moment 


rf cial, and Fine them in your work.” 
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HELP! 


Dear American Girl, 
I have to get up at 6:30 a.m. 
Whenever the alarm goes off, I 
turn it off and go back to sleep. 
Then I’m late! 
o leepy H ead 
Your body is speaking louder than 
your alarm clock, and it’s telling 
you it wants more sleep! To find 
out how much sleep you need, try 
this experiment: The first night, 
go to bed 15 minutes earlier than 
usual. If it’s still tough to get up 
in the morning, go to bed 15 
minutes earlier than you did the 
night before. Keep going until you 
can wake up feeling ready to go 
when the alarm buzzes. Make this 
new bedtime a habit and you may 
not even need that awful clock! 
x 
Dear American Girl, 
I’m having a birthday party, and 
one of my friends won’t come 
because she doesn’t like some- 
one else I’m inviting. I don’t like 
having to choose! 
Torn Betaseen Friends 
It’s unfair for your friend to force 
her feelings on you this way. It’s 


your birthday, after all, and you 


should feel free to include anyone 


you care about. Tell your friend you 
won't leave anyone out. Ask her to 
put her feelings about the other 
girl aside long enough to enjoy the 
party. She’ll have to decide for 
herself whether her grudge is 
worth missing all the fun. 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
[have a hard time liking my 
stepsister. She is ten years old 
and thinks she is the queen of 
the world. She brags and she 
laughs at Ciemcgde aa Ido. 


Getting uv to a new sibling can 
take a long time. It’s natural for 
you to feel frustrated with your 
stepsister, and it’s a safe bet that 
she feels that way sometimes, too! 


In fact, bragging and laughing may 


be her way of trying to feel better 
about herself in a tough situation. 
Don’t worry if you don’t adore her; 
just try to find ways to get on the 
same side every now and then. 
When you’re starting a craft 


project or a game, invite her to 


‘join in. Rent a video and ask if 


she wants to watch. It will be 
harder for her to laugh at you if 
she’s playing with you. 
x 

Dear American Girl, 
very time I call my mom, she 
doesn’t answer. I call again and 
again. Finally she says “What?!” 
really loud and yells at me. I get 
really sad because I don’t know 

O2dimoa 
Next time you think you need 
your mom and she’s busy with 
something else, ask yourself: 
Can | do this for myself? Can it 
wait until she’s free? If you truly 
do need her, she may be much 
happier to help if you walk to the 
room where she is and ask quietly 
instead of shouting from another 
room. Parents don’t like being 


yelled at any more than kids do! 


NOVEMBER/ DECEMBER 1995 


47 


=> ane ee 


MORE HELP 


Dear American Girl, 
I’m in fourth grade and I’m the 
only tomboy left. A girl I know 
says I’m doing it because I 
want to be a boy! What should 
I do? I hate dresses and skirts! 
Pov Tomboy 
Tomboy is an old-fashioned word! 
Hundreds of years ago, when 
there were very strict rules for 
how girls should act, people 
began using it to describe girls 
who acted like boys. Now there 
are fewer rules, but some kids— 
and grownups—still don’t like it 
when girls do things they weren’t 
allowed to do in years past. Try 
not to take their comments to 
heart. You can love sports, love 
getting dirty—and hate dresses— 
and still be every inch a girl. 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
I’m Miss Fearless during the 
day and afraid of everything at 
night. Every night I ask, “Is 
everything off? Locked? Is 
everyone breathing?” I know 
everything is all right, but I 
can’t help but worry! 


Snroaked. Out 
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Worries can seem less frightening 


when you share them, so let a 
parent know how you feel. 
Together, make a list of the things 
that bother you. Then, each night, 
take a “house tour,” checking the 
things on the list. Once you’re sure 
everything—and everyone—is O.K., 
tell yourself, “It’s time to relax. I’ve 
done all | can. Worrying won’t 
help!” Then read a book, write, or 
listen to soft music. Fill your head 
with interesting things so worries 
can’t squeeze back in! 

5 
Dear American Girl, 
One of my friends shared a 
personal secret with me. I feel 
terrible because I told some 
people, and now the whole 
sixth grade knows. 


Sith Grader 


Tell your friend how sorry you are, 
and what you’ll do to keep this 
from happening again. But don’t— 
repeat don’t!—make excuses. An 
apology may not restore your 
friendship, but you’ll feel better 
knowing you’ve done your best to 


make amends. 


x 


a — 
Advice from You 


“Do you have trouble finding 
clothes to wear in the 
morning? Find outfits—a 


shirt and pants to match— 
and roll them up together and 
lay them in your drawer. You 
can even roll up socks ora 
favorite hair accessory to go 
with them. Next time you’re 
in a jam, just wear one of the 
outfits you rolled up!” 


J. Rose Barker 


Age 14, Sacramento, California 


Need advice? Write: 


Help! 


AmericanGirl 


8400 Fairway Place 
Middleton, WI 53562 
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The Quilting Party, by Henry Bacon, 1872 


Imagine A sea of diamonds swirls before your eyes. 


It’s 1824. You’re standing on a stool in your aunt’s 
parlor, making small stitches in the fanciest quilt 
you have ever seen. As you draw your needle up 
and down through the fabric, you try to guess 
how many tiny diamonds make up the pattern. 
Probably thousands! 

This is your Cousin Lillian’s bride’s quilt—one 
of 13 she'll use after she’s married this spring. 
She’s worked for ages piecing the little diamonds 
into a quilt top, and now the women in your family 
are helping sew it to a warm cotton filling. Your 


stitches must follow a heart-shaped design Lillian 
has traced on the top. It’s hard work, but there’s as 
much talking and laughing as there is stitching! 
Even Cousin Will has gotten in on the fun. He’s 
determined to help your grandmother thread her 
needle. Your aunts and cousins smile and whis- 
per: Everyone knows a man can’t sew! Funny as 
itis, you don’t take your eyes off your sewing. 
You’re working to make your stitches as perfect 
as can be. Each stitch is practice for the beautiful 
quilts you'll make one day for your very own. X 
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Coming up in the January/February issue 


The All-Friends Issue 


Friends Forever 
Friendship tokens to make and share 


How Well Do You Know Your Friend? 


Find out with a just-for-fun quiz! 


Working Together 
A Molly story about best friends 


tae 


But Everyone Else Can! 
When friends’ parents say yes— 
and yours say no 


Plus: 
Contest: Design a Valentine for a friend 


Photo: Mike Walker Styling: Deborah Pike 


